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I'Il never Love thee more. 


A XY dear”and only love I pray, Let not their oaths like vollies ſhot [ leſt that thy name ſhould die, 


| That little world of thee, make any breach at all, (plot a monument of marble ſtone, 
Be govern'd by no other ſway, nor ſmoothnels of their language the truth ſhal! teſtify, | 
but pureft monarchie. which wait to ſcale the wall. that every pilgrim paſſing by, 
for if confuſion have a part, Nor balls nor wild fire love conſume, may pity and deplore : 
which virtuous ſouls abhor, the ſhrine which I adore, and ſighing read the reaſon why 
T'll call a ſynod in my heart, for if ſuch ſmoke around thee fume, | I cannot love thee more. 
and never love thee more. I'll never love thee more. 
LE | | 5 The golden laws of love ſhall be, 
As Alexander I will reign, I know thy virtue is too ſtrong upon a pillar hung, 
and l will reign alone, to ſuffer by ſurprize: 5 a ſimple heart, a ſingle eye, 
My thoughts did ever yet diſdain, if that though flips this love ſo long, a true and conſtant tongue, 
a rival on my throne: the Hiege at laſt will riſe, let no man more to love pretend, 
He either fears his fate too much, but leave the conqueror in health, than he has hearts in ſtore, 
or his deſerts are ſmall, and ſtate thou was before, true love begun will never end. 
that dares not put it to the touch, and if thou prove a common wealth, love once and love no more, 
to gain or loſe it all. I'll never love thee more f | 
SAT | | : And when all gallants lead about, 
But J will reign and govern ſtill, For if fraud and by deceit, this monument to view, 
and always give the law, thy heart to ruin run, 'tis written both within and without, 
and have each ſubject at my will, I'll ſound no trumpet as J wont, thou'rt treacherous, I trow 
and all to ſtand in awe. : nor march by tack of drum, then in a paſſion they thall pauſe, 
But againſt my batteries if I find, but fold my drum like Achan's cup, and thus fay ſighing ſore, 
thou kick or vex me ſore, thy falſhoods to deqlore, Alas he had too juſt a cauſe 
Tf that thou ſet me up a blind, and after ſigh and bitter weep, Never to love thee more. 
I'll never love thee more. that e'er I lov'd fo ſore. 
| Sw” And when the tracing 3cdi do face, 
And in the empire of thy heart I'll do with thee as Nero did, from eaſt to weſt do fly, 
where I ſhould ſolely be, when he ſet Rome on fire, they will record this to thy ſhame, 
If others do pretend a part, not only ail relief forbid, how thou baſt loved me, 
dr dare to ſhare with me, but 10 a hill retire, and how in odds our love been ſuch, 
Or common wealths if thou erect. And ſcorn to ſhed a tear to ſave as few have been before 
and go on ſuch a ſcore, _ thy ſpirit grown ſo poor, thou lov'd too many, I too much, 
I'Il laugh and ſmile at ſuch neglect but laugh and ſmile thee to the grave, that I can love no more. 
and never love thee more. and never love thee more.; 
. oh” | The miſty mounts the ſmoking bills, 
But if thou wilt be conſtant then, Then ſhall my heart be rul'd by thine, the rocks reſounding echo, (ſhake 
and faithful to thy word, but in far different caſe the whiſtling winds, the woods that 
Tu make thee glorious by my pen, for mine was true not ſo was thine, ſhall all with me fing heyho. 
and famous by my ſword, but look'd like Janus face, the toſſing ſeas the tumbling barks, , 
Il ſerve thee in ſuch noble way, thy beauty ſhin'd ſo bright at firſt tears dropping from each oar. 
was never heard before, (bays and wo is me therefore: ſhall rune with me their turtle notes 
In crown & deck thy head with that &'er I found that love ſo bright I'll never love thee more. 
and love thee more and more. that I could love no more. 
<5 Yet as the turtle, chaſte and true, 
The Second Part. My heart ſhall with the ſun be fixt, her fellow ſore regrates, 
| for conſtancy moſt ſtrange, and daily ſighs for her adieu, 
J dear & only love take heed, and thine ſhall with the moon be mixt, that &er renews her notes. 
how thou tbyfelf diſpoſe, delighting in the change. * bur tho? thy faith was n'er ſo ſaſt, 
let n&er a longing lover feed For as thou Waves with every wind, when grieves me wondrous ſor e 
upon ſuch looks as thoſe and fails thro* every ſhore, yet ſhall I live in love fo chaſte, 
Inn marble wall thee round about, and leaves my conſtant heart behind; that I ſhall love no more, 
myſelf ſhall be the door, _ ho can I love thee more, 
and it thy heart chance to ſlip out | F 1-873-6 


In never love thee more. Yet for the love! bare thee once, Ju'y 8th 1776. : 


